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Bewildered 

Feast  your  eyes  toward  earth  today; 
Mankind  chaotically  on  its  way; 

A blur  of  bleak  and  puzzled  souls 
Reaching  out  for  pointless  goals. 

Now  and  then  review  Dow  Jones; 

Pay  the  bills  and  take  out  loans. 
Problems  of  our  simple  life 
Bring  to  us  unending  strife. 

Taxes,  wars,  and  civil  rights. 
Poverty  creeping  through  the  nights; 
Attempts  to  conquer  outer  space. 
Revolts  against  a colored  race. 

Progressing  on  this  wicked  course. 
Life,  full  of  its  true  remorse. 
Passing  by  has  heard  it  said: 

Could  it  be  that  God  is  dead? 

— Ann  Powers  *?0 
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Sonnet 

When  I was  young  I used  to  go  and  play 
Among  the  willow  trees  along  the  brook — 

The  brook  that  murmured  in  a cheerful  way, 

The  soft  green  leaves  that  gave  a shady  nook; 
Now  far  along  that  lonesome,  dusty  road 
I wonder  if  some  coolness  can  be  found; 

I long  to  search  without  this  weary  load 
I long  to  rest  on  that  remembered  ground. 

I know  that  place  is  real  Just  in  ray  mind 
I know  that  now  it  is  gone  like  winter’s  snow. 
Although  I’ve  met  some  people  who  are  kind 
I cannot  stay,  for  hunger  bids  me  go. 

I search  to  find  that  nourishment  I lack; 

And  know  too  well  that  I cannot  go  back. 

--Sue  Brule  ’68 


photo  by . . . 

Prudy  Clark 
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Hnrest 


She  stepped  out  Into  the  cool  night  air 
and  closed  the  door  carefully , ever  so  care- 
fully. The  latch  slipped  Into  place  with  a 
sharp  click  and  she  looked  around  to  see  If 
the  night  had  heard.  The  stairs  creaked  un- 
mercifully loud  as  shellaced  first  one  foot, 
then  the  other,  down  carefully.  The  soft- 
soled  moccasins  made  no  sound  as  she  cross- 
ed the  landing  and  approached  the  second 
flight  of  stairs.  She  held  a worn  guitar 
case  and  a leather  pocketbook  In  one  hand. 
In  the  other  she  clutched  a small , overload- 
ed sack.  Jammed  on  her  head  was  a purple 
beret,  and  although  the  night  was  not  cold, 
she  wore  a heavy  green  army  Jacket.  She 
stepped  carefully  out  of  the  stairway  and 
Into  the  still  night. 

As  she  passed  under  the  street  light »s 
pale  halo,  her  hair  gleamed  like  sunlight. 
She  hesitated,  undecided,  and  finally  turn- 
ed up  the  street.  She  sought  the  dark  side, 
avoiding  streetlights  and  the  Intersect lorfs 
flashing  beacon.  A car  passed  and  she 
jumped,  fear  clouding  her  already  worried 
face.  She  shoved  her  hand  Into  the  pocket 
of  her  coat  and  the  sack.  Its  tie  string  a- 
round  her  wrist, bumped  clumsily  against  her 
leg.  She  felt  a snooth,  plastic-covered 
card  In  her  pocket  and  pulled  It  out  with 
wonder.  It  was  a hlgh-school  I.D.  card. 

She  looked  Into  the  picture  as  If  It 
were  a mirror;  then  her  eyes  fell  to  the 
scrawled  name,  "Sandra  Weslan" . A pained 
expression  crossed  her  face  and  she  shoved 
her  hand  back  into  her  pocket. 

"When  you’re  1?»  you’re  too  young  to  do 
anything.  You’re  too  young  for  any  freedom. 
Wy  life  Is  a hang-up!  Hang-up.  School  Is  a 
hanc:-up!  They’ll  be  sorry  I’m  gone.  They’ll 
realize  they  wjae  wrong... I hope  I get  kill- 
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ed!  They’ll  be  sorry.  I’ll  be  free.’’ 

”My  beads — they  never  let  me  wear  my 
beads.  But  I’ll  wear  them  now!”  She  thrust 
her  hand  into  the  leather  bag  and  pulled 
out  three  strings  of  brightly  colored  beads. 
She  slung  them  over  her  head  so  that  one 
pair  dangled  almost  to  her  knees. 

”I’ll  paint  my  face  and  wear  my  hair  In 
my  eyes  and  listen  to  loud  music  and  take 
drugs.  I’ll  ruin  my  eyes  and  my  ears  and 
myself!  They’ll  be  sorry.  Oh,  wow,  I wish 
I could  see  them  when  they  find  I’ve  gone!”* 

She  laughed  out  loud  at  the  thought  and 
looked  around  suddenly  when  the  harsh  voice 
startled  her.  She  breathed  a deep  sigh  and 
turned  to  stare  down  one  of  the  dark, silent, 
late-night  streets  that  she  knew  so  well. 

She  had  reached  a main  highway  and  she 
turned  to  gaze  at  the  head  lights  of  a car 
far  In  the  distance.  The  two  tiny  points 
of  light  loomed  larger  and  she  stuck  her 
hand  out  experimentally,  wondering  If  she 
should  try  to  hitch  a ride.  She  thumbed 
the  car,  but  It  passed  and  left  the  silent 
night  her  only  companion. 

She  set  the  heavy  guitar  case  down,  and 
leaned  against  the  sagging  guard  rail  and 
waited.  For  what,  she  knew  not. 

”I  get  the  urge  for  going  and  I have  to 
go.”  She  tested  the  lyrics  of  a song.  A 
breeze  cooled  her  face.  The  leaves  of  a 
freshly  planted  maple  rustled. 

She  started  to  sing  a slow,  sad,  melod- 
ic song.  The  words  drifted  across  a wide- 
open  field  lying  behind  the  rail,  and  In 
the  distance,  a water  tower  loomed  dark  a- 
galnst  the  lightening  sky. 

”In  the  early  morning  rain  with  a dol- 
lar In  my  hand...”  Suddenly  she  wished  it 
was  raining. 

’’...With  an  aching  In  my  heart...”  A 
pained  expression  crossed  her  face. 
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••And  my  feet  full  of  sand.**  She  looked 
down  at  her  feet,  wondering  what  the  writer 
of  the  song  had  meant.  She  looked  up  Into 
the  sky  and  closed  her  eyes. 

’’Babe,  I*m  going  to  leave  you...”  She 
sang  one  line,  then  stopped  and  spoke  out 
loud: 

”Yes,  I»m  going  to  leave  you... and  all 
my  friends.” 

She  slipped  to  the  ground  and  leaned  a- 
galnst  a post.  She  sank  Into  the  depths  of 
her  thoughts. 

”I*11  be  a wild,  free,  running  animal; 
mysterious,  a girl  with  no  name  who  comes 
out  of  nowhere  and  makes  everyone  happy, 
then  disappears.  1*11  be  alone  always  and 
everyone  will  beg  me  to  stay  and  1*11  al- 
ways have  to  make  them  realize  that  I can*t 
stand  still.” 

”I  am  a weary  and  a lonesome  traveler.” 
Another  song  drifted  through  her  mind  and 
her  thoughts  ran  rapid. ”I*11  be  free,  above 
life  and  death,  above  grief  and  sadness,  a- 
bove  lonllness,  above  hate... and  111  always 
love  everyone.  But  I’ll  never  be  able  to 
love  just  one.  I have  to  be  alone.” 

She  sighed  with  satisfaction  and  leaned 
further  back... 

The  sky  was  light.  She  opened  her  eyes 
and  found  herself  In  some  strange  place. 
Cars  were  passing;  It  was  early  morning. 

’’Who  am  I?  What  am  I doing  here?”,  her 
over-active  Imagination  feigned  amnesia. 
She  opened  her  eyes  wide, realizing  that  she 
really  couldn’t  answer  the  questions. 

”How  can  I give  anyone  else  answers  when 
I can’t  even  answer  myself?" 

The  familiar  answers  came  to  mind  and, 
with  tears  clouding  her  eyes,  she  turned 
back  to  the  familiar  streets.  Then  she 
broke  Into  a slight  smile  and  began  singing 


the  chorus  of  ’’Homeward  Bound” 


— Lorraine  Haskins  ’69 


qH  ffiianigllfc 

starlight  drifts  through  my  window; 
the  stuffed  toys  bathe  in  the  moonlight; 
the  crickets  creak  crazily  in  the  bushes; 
the  world  and  1 - are  one. 

in  my  dream,  i behold  a face; 

a young  and  handsome  face; 

the  stuffed  toys  cry  out  for  comfort; 

1 sleep;  they  cry;  He  weeps;  we  are  one. 

— Marilyn  Higgins  *63 


Loneliness  is  a high  brick  wall, 
A shell  alone  under  the  sea; 

It  can  be  a time, 

A trial. . .or  me. 


— Suzanne  Johnson  *69 
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Ills.  Corruption  qI  Emily 


Why  was  she  doing  It? 

Was  It  because  her  parents  had  yelled  at  her 
In  front  of  her  friends  for 
Not  cleaning  her  room? 

Or  was  It  that  D on  the  book  report 
That  she  had  spent  weeks  on? 

Oh,  well,  It  dldn*t  matter  now. 

She  knew  she  must  go  through  with  It. 

She  dismissed  her  pangs  of  guilt 
With  a nervous  giggle. 

And  Emily  Brice  lit  her  first  cigarette. 

--Chuck  Milkey  •68 


A crippled  black  finger 
Creeping  toward  a break, 

A rift  In  the  white  armor... 

A pause. 

A shift  of  position 
A moving  finger  stretching 
Reaching  for  an  opening 

A barrier. . .Still. 


— Barb  Altken  *68 


-10- 


11 


The  Snow 


It  was  a cold,  dark,  December  night. The 
ground  was  bare,  and  except  for  a few  flur- 
ries, there  had  been  no  snow  yet.  Joe’s 
breath  fogged  In  front  of  him,  as  he  walked 
down  the  sidewalk.  He  felt  happy;  no,  not 
exactly  happy,  he  felt  sort  of*. ..that  was 
It,  accomplished.  He  had  Just  finished  his 
Christmas  shopping,  and  he  had  mailed  the 
last  of  the  Christmas  cards  Mary  had  thrust 
at  him  as  he  left  the  house.  The  tree  was 
up,  the  house  was  decorated  with  lights. 
The  kids  were  Impatiently  awaiting  the 
day  of  Santa’s  arrival.  He  began  to  hum 
’’Silent  Night”  to  himself  as  he  walked  a- 
long  past  the  stores  lit  with  bright  lights 

***** 

The  planet  was  bustling  with  activity, 
preparing  for  the  Invasion  of  the  alien 
planet.  Their  planet  was  dying;  great  dust 
storms  swirled  across  vast  expanses  of  par- 
ched land.  Dead  and  scraggy  trees  dotted 
the  landscape  where  once  therehad  been  lash, 
green  farmland;  the  planet  was  drying  up. 
Several  centuries  earlier  a ’’loose  star ’’had 
Invaded  the  planet’s  solar  system,  heating 
the  planet  with  over  150  degrees  and  cBUsirg 
most  of  the  water  to  evaporate.  But  they 
were  going  to  save  the  remnants  of  their 
race;  they  had  found  another  planet  much 
like  theirs.  In  another  solar  system,  to 
which  they  were  moving.  The  people  were 
preparing  to  leave  the  ]3.anet  In  their  space- 
ships and  make  the  month-long  Journey  to  the 
alien  planet. 

There  was  one  problem,  however, the  ^an- 
et  had  life  on  It.  They  would  need  to  re- 
move all  traces  of  life  on  the  planeth  sur- 
face and  replace  It  with  their  own. 
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That  was  why  the  great  machine  had  been 
built  and  transported  to  the  planet *s  moon. 
There  it  sat,  pulsating,  waiting  for  the 
command  that  would  send  billions  of  flakes 
of  plastic,  remotely-activated,  anti-matter 
explosive  in  a thin  layer  covering  the  whole 
planet.  It  would  be  given  when  the  space- 
ships launched,  and  would  detonate  within 
twenty-four  hours. 

It  had  begun  to  snow.  Joe  thought  that 
the  kids  were  right;  there  would  be  snow 
for  Christmas  after  all. 

— Ed  Perkins  *68 


Born  of  Choice 

I will  wait  for  greener  greens 

For  skies  of  bluer  ink 

For  time  never  seen 

For  a worldly  link 

Before  I choose  to  be  born. 

I will  live  in  the  heat  of  a rose 
In  the  world  of  yellow  daffodils 
In  the  center  of  universal  repose 
In  a mind  of  stubborn  will 
Before  I choose  to  leave. 

— Sue  Sulda  •68 
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Talk  a Little  Louder 


Talk  a little  louder,  God, 

It*s  getting  hard  to  hear  you. 

Your  voice  Is  getting  fainter 
And  the  world *8  no  longer  near  you. 

We  cry  for  help! 

The  answer *8  soft. 

You’re  hurt  by  things 
That  sear  you, 

We  Just  forgot  you  for  awhile. 

We  didn’t  mean  to  Jeer  you. 

Good  God,  come  back! 

It’s  after  us! 

And  night  Is  closing  In! 

The  light  Just  blinked. 

And  then  went  out, 

A knock — and  It  came  In. 

— Trlcla  Crosby  ’70 


Circus  Bevealatlon 

the  danclngbear  and  silly  clown 
Jumping  up  and  falling  down. 

on  the  floor  of  sawdust  flake 
what  a scene  It  all  does  make. 

who  would  guess  that  underneath 

are  two  scared  men  with  hollowed  cheek. 

--Marilyn  Higgins  ’68 
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Ghetto 


In  the  midst  of  misty  morning 
A strange,  deluded  child 
Suppressing  gritty  tears. 

Shattering  silent  shadows. 

Chasing  blind  butterflies  through  the 
Gallows  of  Hangman’s  Hill, 

Seeking  sad  and  sensitive  spiders. 
Drinking  of  dank,  polluted  waters. 
Bleeding  bitter  thoughts  for  the 
Killers  of  Creation. 

Knocking  at  open  doors. 

Picking  artificial ; flowers , 

Talking  to  mirages! In 
Yesterday’s  Mirror# 

Standing  on  a sinking  Island, 
Trampling  weird  and  wild  Instincts, 
Kissing  a black-masked  madonna 
And  whisperings 
Today,  Tomorrow, > or  Someday. 

— Debby  Gaines  ’68 


drawing  by... 


Joanne  Osowskl 
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I,  Again 


Countless  eyes  peering  out  from 
beyond  the  expanses  of  time 
The  velvet  drapes 
surrounded  by  the  faded  gold 
of  age 

reflect  In  the  mirror 
Above  the  stone  cold  fireplace, 

Ghost-1 Ike  sheets  shroud  the 
ancient  drabness  of  the 
brocaded  setee-- 

Glass  covered  In  the  bookcase 

Dust  free  crumbles  of  time  and  space. 

Ideas  and  thoughts. 

Flowers,  yellow,  red,  orange — 
strewn  through  the 
dust-laden  fibers  of  the  floor; 

Illuminated  In 
graceful  shadows  cast  by 
white  candles. 

Unloved,  except,  Once — 

the  formai — 

for  grandmother  balls,  once 
the  grand-- 

for  grandfather  guests,  now — 

grey  In  golden  sunlight, 
gold  In  greyish  gloom. 

As  a platinum  moon  peeps  over 

the  French  windows  open  to  the 
balcony,  a figure  in  silver  grey 

glides  out  from  thedarkened  drapes, 
wine  red  In  the  moonlight. 

Across  the  expanse  of  white  diamonds. 

The  clear  chilling  of  the  bell  Is  dlscernable 
A shiver  flits  through  the 
silver  grey  figure,  clearly  silhouetted 
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as  she  disappeared  through  the  windows. 

The  laughter  of  voices  as  they  open 
the  heavy  oaken  doors; 

The  oppressive  silence  which 
exeuded  from  the  purple-blue  walls 
stifled  in  tears. 

The  grey  figure  glides  down  from  the  curving 
elegence  of  ancient  stairways 
Unheard  by  the  alien  voices, 

She  cries  to  embrace  their  lives 
In  her  elegantly  waxed 
death  house. 

Time  has  erased  the  love 

she  could  not  show  them. 

And  greed  has  won  the  battle 
In  paneled  halls 

These  insensitive  souls 
are  filled  with  lust 
and  in  the  end — lose. 

You  have  killed  me  with  Kindness 
you  stifled  me 
I can  no  longer  give, 

But  I can  take  away. 

The  airy  omen  In  the  moon — tells. 

These  are  mine. 

My  house — old,  stately,  elegant. 

My  money — never  for  you. 

My  madness — always  to  plague  you. 

My  presense — never  after  In  my  house. 

Got  Quickly! 

Ere  I come  to  steal  from  you 
What  you  stole  from  me. 

— Susanne  Girard  ^68 
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With  You,  Without  You 


As  I walked  through  his  backyard,  along 
the  path  almost  hidden  by  the  tall,  wild 
grass  and  the  willows,  it  seemed  impossible 
that  it  had  been  six  months  since  I walked 
it  last.  As  if  I had  only  walked  it  yes- 
terday, I could  remember  everything;  every 
rodk  around  every  corner,  every  turn  in  the 
path,  and.... the  patch  of  flowers ... .where 
every  night  he  would  pick  one  for  me  as  he 
walked  me  home.  Six  months  ago!  What  made 
me  come  back?  But  I walked  on.  I climbed 
the  steps  of  the  porch  and  knocked  on  his 
door. 

’Veil,  hello,  Sally.” 

"Hi,  Mrs.  Boberts.”  She  welcomed  me  in 
and  I sat  at  the  table  watching  her  finish 
the  dishes,  answering  her  questions  about 
school,  the  gang,  the  family.  Not  a word 
about  Paul.  But  then,  I didn’t  expect  her 
to  mention  him.  Sometimes  when  I thought 
of  him,  I’d  look  upon  her  with  contempt. 
Mrs.  Roberts,  why  didn’t  you  tell  me  he  was 
leaving?  Why  didn’t  you  make  him  stay?  Why 
don’t  you  look  at  me  when  you  talk?  I fum- 
bled with  the  corner  of  a magazine  on  the 
table,  turned  and  stared  at  her. 

”Mrs.  Roberts,  I’ve  come  to  get  some- 
thing.” I pointed  to  the  upstairs.  She 
nodded,  so  I walked  down  the  hall.  My  heart 
leaped  as  I ascended  the  staircase.  ’’Maybe, 
Just  maybe,  he’ll  be  there; around  this  cor- 
ner, sitting  on  the  top  stair  where  he  al- 
ways was  when  he  called  me  over.”  But  I 
knew  that  he  hadn’t  stepped  foot  in  this 
house  since  the  day  he  left  It... six  months 
before. 

His  room  was  stuffy  and  dusty  Inside. 
It  looked  as  if  his  mother  hadn’t  touched 
it  since  he  left.  I looked  to  the  stairs. 
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The  closet  door  was  open  and  I stared  at  the 
familiar  clothes*  I couldn’t  see  that  he’d 
taken  anything*  My  voice  broke  the  silence 
in  a harsh  whisper  as  I leaned  against  the 
door:  Where  have  you  gone,  Paul? 

I crossed  the  room,  sat  in  the  chair, 
and  stared  out  the  window*  ”I’m  really  Ion- 
ley  now,  Paul.  Really  lonely.  Sometimes  I 
wonder  if  you  ever  feel  alone  now*  But  re- 
member the  pretty  shell  we  found  at  the 
beach  last  summer?  You  kept  it  and  told  me 
that  whenever  you  felt  alone  you  would  take 
it  out  and  hold  it  and  it  would  bring  me 
close  to  you.** 

I opened  his  dresser  drawer* 

And  it  was  not  there* 

— Nancy  Jamrog  ’70 


The  Moral  Is 

Two  greater  things  in  life  are  there: 
And  one  is  love. 

And  one  is  air* 

So  one  cannot  but  happy  be 

If  he  hath  lived  with  love 
And  breathed* 


— Keith  Rovner  ’69 
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Love  Is  Blind 

So  long,  so  long 

It  seems  to  me 

Since  last  I saw  you 

In  distant  days,  on  distant  hills 

Ablaze  with  the  orange  of  summer ^s  dawn 

Or  sunk  in  the  shadows  of  autumn  haze 

A year. . *two. . .how  long  has  it  been? 

Since  we  walked  under  trees 

Hung  heavy  with  snow 

And  strolled  along  beaches 

And  rolled  in  the  waves 

And  laughed  in  the  moonlight 

And  cried  in  the  rain 

And... did  we  ever? 

It  seems  so  long 
I hardly  recall 
Your  face. 


— Debby  Gaines  *68 
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drawing  by 


2L  it  Isn  * t Any  Trouble 
(based  on  a True  story) 

Jill  Conway  had  only  one  hour  left  be- 
fore quitting  time  at  Duke*s  Restaurant. 
Meanwhile,  she  had  a sinkful  of  dishes  to 
wash  and  eight  table  tops  to  wipe.  For  five 
hours  a day,  six  days  a week  she  was  privi- 
leged to  work  behind  the  hit  counter  washing 
steaming  dishes  and  serving  meals,  all  for 
$52*50  3 week.  Fringe  benefits  amounted  to 
the  occasional  15  cent  tip,  dish-pan  hands, 
and  the  Insults  that  the  patrons  of  Duke *8 
dished  back. 

Outside  the  sudden  stuttered  shriek  of 
tires  braking  on  pavement  Interrupted  the 
throbbing  of  the  Jukebox.  A motorcycle  en- 
gine roared,  backfired,  and  sputtered  Into 
s Hence. 

Jill  looked  out  onto  the  street  through 
the  dirty  window  and  saw  a cyclist  swerve 
Into  the  empty  space  In  front  of  Duke’s  Re- 
staurant. With  a fluid  motion  he  swung  his 
leg  over  the  cycle  and  walked  casually  back 
up  the  street  to  an  object  In  the  road. 
There  were  no  cars  approaching. 

She  listened  to  the  silent  aueaV:  of  his 
Jacket  as  he  bent  over  to  pick  up  a small 
object.  Distinction  was  Impaired  by  the 
greasy  haze  on  the  window.  Vaguely,  she 
watched  him  place  aonethlng  under  his  Jacket 
as  he  prodded  the  matted  lump  on  the  street 
with  the  tip  of  his  boot.  He  scuffed  at  the 
darkening  stain,  then  stepped  back  onto  the 
sidewalk  and  headed  for  the  restaurant.  The 
cup  of  coffee  Jill  was  filling  overflowed 
and  she  burned  her  hand.  She  snapped  her 
attention  back  to  her  work  and  mumbling, 
slid  the  cup  across  the  counter  to  the  cus- 
tomer. It  abruptly  stopped,  some  of  the 
coffee  splashing  Into  the  saucer.  She  turn- 
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ed  around  and  resumed  washing  dishes. 

Jill  Conway  noticed  as  he  entered  the 
restaurant  that  his  black  leather  Jacket 
bore  no  trashy  Insignias  as  all  the  others 
did.  A free-lance  rider,  a drifter,  they 
were  the  best, or  at  least  better  than  those 
bums  that  travd.ed  In  the  roaring  wolf  packs. 
His  chlsled  features  were  clean  shaven  but 
he  had  those  long, dark  side-bums  that  made 
her  slightly  apprehensive  and  suspicious. 

He  walked  In  and,  like  a rider  would 
mount  a powerful  cycle,  slid  into  the  seat, 
shoulders  back,  head  tilted  slightly  to  the 
left.  Jill  went  over  for  his  order. 

”If  It  isn*t  any  trouble,  I*d  like  a 
bowl  of  milk  for  this  cat.  It  ran  out  in 
front  of  my  cycle  Just  up  the  street.** 

Jill  thought  she  detected  a flash  of 
laughter  In  his  eyes,  but  her  attention  was 
quickly  drawn  to  the  man*s  bulging  Jacket 
where  the  head  of  a cat  with  glazed  eyes 
protruded.  Jill  quickly  regained  her  com- 
posure. 

**0h,  it*s  all  right.  Just  a minute. ** 
The  glint  in  the  man’s  eyes  was  gone. 
She  quickly  filled  a bowl  with  milk  and 
placed  It  gently  in  front  of  the  man,  who 
was  softly  stroking  the  cat’s  head.  Seeing 
the  bowl  of  milk, he  looked  down  and  stroked 
the  softness  once  again, then  itolently  yank- 
ed the  head  from  his  Jacket  and  thrust  Its 
face  In  the  bowl  of  milk.  Dirt  and  blood 
covered  the  entrails  that  hug  over  the  edge 
of  the  bowl. 

••There  kitty,  drink  your  damn  milk!** 
Sliding  off  the  stool,  he  chuckled  to 
himself  and  walked  out  the  door,  oblivious 
to  the  waitres^s  stiffled  cry  of  horror  and 
her  agonized  gasps  for  breath. 

--Bob  Perry  *68 
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llegpi-lt  grls. 


J*entend  la  plule 
sur  le  tolt. .. 
je  pense 

aux  Jardlns  et  aux  fleurs. 

Je  VO is  les  gens 

qui  se  pronenent  dehors*.# 

Je  veut 

les  accompagner# 

ponrquol 
OB  m*a  mis  Ici^ 

Je  me  le  demande 
toujoxirs 

qui  peut  dire 
ce  que  Je  doit  fa ire? 
qui  peut  dire 
ce  que  Je  doit  etre? 

que  peut 
me  Juger? 

Je  sais 
qui  Je  suis 

Je  sais 

qu*on  a tort##* 

Je  sais  que  Je  ne  suis  pas 
un  fou# 


-•Sue  Brule  *68 
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saUea 


yellow  lollipops 
the  color  of  sun 
children  laughing, 
loads  of  fun 
teacher  screaming, 
she*s  In  a tear; 
teen-ager  crying 
nothing  to  wear, 
night  comes 
life  goes  on. 
no  one  sees 
that  1 am  gone. 


-Sharon  chlsholm  *68- 


A Year  of  Sundays 


”It  certainly  has  been  quite  a strug- 
gle,*’ she  thought  as  she  walked  up  one  of 
the  paths  of  the  perfectly  landscaped  g?ounds. 
She  took  this  walkcne  Sunday  of  every  month, 
for  it  was  visitor’s  day,  a day  she  always 
spent  alone.  She  advanced  up  the  hill  slow- 
ly, deep  in  thought,  until  she  came  to  a 
miniature  arena.  It  was  like  those  of  the 
old  Boraan  times,  except  that  the  three  el- 
evated seats  were  of  unrefined  rocks.  It 
was  beautiful  here  and  shaded  from  the  af- 
ternoon’s glaring  sUn,  so  she  sat  down  on 
the  middle  tier  of  the  arena. 

Itw  had  it  really  been?  Quite  terrible, 
but  even  though  those  memories  of  a year  a- 
go  had  melted  into  this  new  beauty, the  firs 
which  shaded  the  arena  seemed  to  whisper 
back  the  memory... 

She  had  been  very  glad  when  that  bit  of 
telephoning  was  done,  for  it  was  a rather 
hard  thing  to  tell  someone;  especially  one 
who  would  share  in  the  biggest  step  of  the 
plan. 

”0h.  Sue,  what  ever  am  I going  to  tell 
my  mother?  I’ve  done  this  whole  thing  be- 
hind her  back, because  I figured  on  not  get- 
ting any  help  from  her.” 

”I  don’t  know,  and  I don’t  want  to  get 
caught  up  in  this  thing!” 

”No,  no  one  wants  to  get  Involved  and  I 
just  don’t  know  what  to  say.  I’m  all  by  my- 
self...What  can  I say.’*  She  seemed  to  be 
quite  alone,  but  not  for  long, because  there 
was  Mother  waiting  for  her  in  the  front  of 
the  school'.  She  walked  spiritedly  down  the 
sidewalk,  and  getting  into  the  car  chatted 
nervously  about  the  day’s  events.  Mother 
was  in  unusually  good  humor,  for  she  had 
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Just  been  shopping  aid  the  spreevas  success- 
ful. By  the  time  they  were  half-way  home, 
she  knew  that  the  time  had  come.  Her  heart 
pounded  so  fiercely  that  her  hands  diook  and 
the  raging  blood  made  her  head  throb.  As  If 
by  a mlrlcle,  a sudden  spurt  of  courage 
shook  her  whole  body.  She  took  a deeptreslh 
and  a fast  flow  of  words  spilled  forth  the 
proposition. 

"What  did  you  say?"  Mother's  sudden  fit 
of  rage  terrified  her. 

T ft 

• 

**I  heard  what  you  said  and  If  you  think 
you’re  going  to  waste  your  time  and  talents 
on  such  stupidity,  forget  It!”  The  final 
words  had  been  spoken  with  such  venom,  that 
her  mother’s  eyes  watered  with  rage. 

’*No,  no  please  listen...” 

*’I*ve  heard  all  I want  and  don’t  ever 
let  me  hear  you  speak  of  this  again,  ever, 
how  utterly  ridiculous!” 

She  stood  a defiant,  strong-hearted  de- 
fendant. ’’You  don’t  understand.  No  talent 
Is  ever  wasted... oh,  please  listen  to  me. 
Your  whole  conception  of  this  Idea  Is  back- 
ward. You  Just  don’t  understand!” 

”It’s  stupid.  And  the  answer  is  NO,  NO, 
NO!”  She  never  believed  her  mother  could 
be  so  cruel  and  biased.  The  torment  of  such 
failure  was  so  disheartening  that  she  had 
no  strength,  no  hope,  no  reason  left;  Just 
a dumb  numbness. 

Three  nights  later,  as  she  walked  through 
the  llvlngroom  on  her  way  to  the  kitchen  to 
get  a cup  of  tea  to  keep  her  awake  another 
hour,  she  felt  her  mother’s  eyes  boring 
through  her  all  the  way.  Having  made  the 
tea,  she  went  back  through  the  living-room 
and  got  as  far  as  the  first  landing  of  the 
stairway. 
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’’Come  here.” 

”0h,  no,I*m  really  In  for  it  now.  I’ll 
bet  she  gave  Dad  a nice  sob  story  about  this 
whole  thing.”  She  walked  back  down  the 
stairs,  spilling  tea  on  every  step,  and  icnt 
into  the  parlor.  Her  mother  was  sitting  in 
a swivel  rocking  chair  and  her  father  in  a 
little  wooden  rocker. There  were  Sunday  pa- 
pers scattered  about  the  room  and  a bowl  of 
popcorn  sitting  on  a marble-top  table  be- 
tween the  two  parents.  In  the  other  room 
Walt  Disney  paced  happily  on  T.V.  while  her 
two  brothers  fought  over  the  sofa.  Her 
mother’s  eyes  met  hers.  ”We’ve  decided  to 
let  you  go  through  with  it  as  we  have  dis- 
cussed it  at  great  length;  but  don’t  think 
we  like  it  and  don’t  expect  to  ever  see  us 
again!  Do  you  hear?” 

"Yes,  thank  you.”  The  outward  tran- 
quility quelled  the  exuberant  joy  \hlch  sur- 
ged to  her  heart.  She  wanted  to  jump  and 
yell  for  joy  but.  Instead,  she  walied  quiet- 
ly up  the  stairs. 

The  journey  had  taken  three  hours , of 
course  she  had  to  find  her  own  transporta- 
tion, but... 

”0h!”  The  ringing  of  the  Angelus  start- 
led her.  Then, as  she  stood  to  make  her  de- 
votional prayer,  she  saw  two  people  silhou- 
etted against  the  fire-red  of  the  setting 
sun.  With  her  hands  serenely  folded  she 
watched  the  figures  come  nearer.  It  had 
been  a year  of  Sundays,  but  the  swishing 
firs  carried  off  the  words,  ”Yes, thank 
you.  I love  them  still.” 

— Prudy  Clark  ’68 
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The  Glass  Flower 

The  flower  Is  glass, 
Colorless  and  clear. 

It *8  crystal  glow 
Precious  and  dear. 

It  sits  on  the  shelf. 
Forgotten  and  cold. 

With  no  one  to  touch  It, 
To  lift  It,  to  hold. 

It  cannot  be  lonely. 

Or  think  lonely  thoughts. 
Because  lt*s  a flower; 

A mind  it  has  not. 

— Sharon  Felton  *71 
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The  Thirteen  Year  Itch 


In  195^  a drastic  change  took  place  in 
my  life.  No  longer  a child  of  leisure,  I 
was  now  a four  year  old  man  of  the  world, 
ready  to  enter  kindergarten.  In  kindergar- 
ten we  pulled  wagons,  colored  pictures,  and 
threw  blocks  around.  What  fun!  This  was  so 
much  better  than  staying  home  and  pulling 
wagons, coloring  pictures, and  throwing blocks 
around . 

After  somehow  surviving  kindergarten,  I 
was  promoted  to  the  first  grade  where  I 
learned  to  read.  I Ikied  reading  stories  a- 
bout  Dick,  Jane,and  Sally  because  they  made 
me  feel  so  superior.  Illiterate  chap  that 
I was,  I never  talked  like:  ”0h,  oh,  oh, 
see  funny,  funny,  funny  Sally”.  No  doubt 
about  it,  that  bunch  had  a problem. 

When  I entered  second  grade,  reciting 
the  alphabet  was  big.  There  were  two  second 
grade  classes  divided  by  a thin  wall.  Each 

teacher  would  say:  ”Let*s  show  Mrs.  

in  the  next  room  how  loud  and  fast  we  can 
recite  the  alphabet”.  Thus  we  learned  about 
competition  (and  second  grade  teachers!). 

They  say  (someone  said  it  anyway)  that 
into  each  life  a little  rain  must  fall. 
Third  grade  was  a flood!  Our  teacher,  to 
give  you  a little  insight  into  her  person- 
ality, refused  to  admit  that  she  needed 
glasses.  She  would  sit  at  her  desk  and  cor- 
rect papers  Vi th a ten- inch  magnifying  glass. 

There  was  one  nice  thing  about  Miss  , 

though;  you  could  always  tell  when  she  didn’t 
like  what  you  had  turned  in.  She  would  rip 
it  into  a million  pieces,  throw  it  over  her 
left  shoulder,  and  make  you  pick  up  the 
pieces. 

In  the  forth,  fifth,  and  sixth  grades  I 
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did  little  more  than  vegetate,  but  the  se- 
venth grade  was  a different  story.  I was 
placed  In  the  third  of  five  groups  and  man- 
aged to  pull  myself  all  the  way  up  to  the 
second.  In  my  new  math  class,  a student  re- 
ceived a detention  If  he  scored  below  75  on 
a test.  I scored  ?0  on  my  first  quiz,  but 
because  many  of  the  problems  were  new  to  me, 
the  teacher  wrote  ’’good  work”  on  the  paper. 

I received  my  first  detent  Ion  for  doing  good 
work ! 

Eighth  grade  was  another  year  of carrots 
and  corn, mainly  because  the  thrill  of  chang- 
ing classes  had  worn  off.  In  our  history 
class  we  had  to  memorize  the  ’’Midnight  Ride 
of  Paul  Revere”,  which  In  Itself  would  have 
been  bad  enough;  but  we  also  had  to  learn 
the  punctuation.  That  accounted  for  pure 
tragedy!  Reciting  sounded  something  like 
this:  ’’Listen  my  children,  comma,  and  you 
shall  hear , semi-colon; of  the  midnight  ride, 
of  Paul  Revere,  period.” 

Then,  after  nine  hard  years  came  (”ta- 
da”) — high  school.  If  I had  to  choos  one 
word  to  describe  freshmen  I would  pick  DUMB. 
The  poor,  trusting  freshmen  are  displayed 
for  public  amusement  at  the  first  football 
rally.  When  the  freshmen  fall  to  cheer  when 
they  are  called  upon.  It  brings  laughter to 
all — all  but  the  freshmen.  Funny  how  this 
rally  became  more  humorous  when  I became  a 
sophcmore. 

My  sophomore  English  class  was  a bit of 
a novelty.  There  were  eighteen  girls  and 
three  boys.  To  keep  the  sexes  separated  and 

protect  the  minority, Mr.  made  the  boys 

sit  In  the  back  row.  As  a form  of  revenge, 
we  developed  the  diabolical  habit  of  swip- 
ing chalk  and  tossing  it  out  the  window. 

The  highlight  of  my  Junior  year  was  un- 
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doubtedly  geometry.  Whenever  we  got  a quiz 
back,  I would  give  mine  to  Bob  St.  Germain 
and  ask  him  to  throw  it  in  the  basket.  One 
day  Bob  missed  and  the  teacher  looked  up 
and  said:  "St.  Germain,  if  that  paper  had 
gone  in  you  could  have  stayed. But  it  dldn*t 
which  proves  you^re  not  perfect;  you*ve  got 
to  be  perfect  to  be  in  this  class,  so  get 
out!"  Bob  didn't  think  it  was  half  as  fun- 
ny as  I did. 

Those  days  are  behind  me  now  and  I am 
peacefully  living  in  my  senior  year.  Well, 
not  really  peacefully.  I mean  wild  things 
still  happendlke  the  Theater  Workshop  trip 
to  Boston  when  eleven  of  us  took  a coach- 
line bus  designed  for  sixty-seven  people) — 
but  seniors  don't  get  excited  about  such 
little  skirmishes.  The  faculty  attributes 
this  to  that  age-old  disease  called  senlor- 
itls,  but  I feel  that  this  is  due  to  the 
fact  that  seniors  have  so  many  more  impor- 
tant things  on  their  (our)  minds.  Talk  to 
any  senior  and  you  will  realize  that,  as  a 
result  of  his  more  extensive  education,  he 
can  now  speak  profusely  on  a wide  range  of 
subjects  and  ask  such  intelligent  questions 
as:  "What's  gnatsum?"  and  "When  do  the  re- 
peats of  George  of  the  Jungle  start?" 

Isn't  education  a marvelous  thing? 

— Chuck  Mllkey  '68 
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drawing  by. • • 

Joanne  Osowskl  *69 
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Haiku 


An  empty  bowl  lies 

In  a child •s  transparent  hands. 

She  has  known  hunger. 

— Gary  Lemay  *70 


Showered  by  the  night 

Dew  drops  on  a field  of  strife 

Hide  the  tears  of  men. 

— Judy  Gunn  *68 


The  grass  pokes  its  way 
Thru  the  just-softening  earth. 
Now  a lawn  is  born. 

—Mark  Millett  *?0 


Shower  me  with  gifts 
And  1*11  tell  you  a story s 
**Cinderella  dies**. 

— Marilyn  Higgins  *68 


Sighs  of  saffron  on 

Fields  of  sun-kissed  daffodils.. 

Laughter  in  a look. 

— Debby  Gaines  *68 

Sun  shining  on  snow 
Creates  a glare.  Sun  shining 
On  ice  forms  diamonds. 

— Mark  Millett  *?0 


Nature  is  my  love. 

The  trees  are  my  salvation. 
They  hide  all  my  tears. 

— Sharon  Chisholm  *68 
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The  Funeral 


The  mist  hung  In  patches  above  our 
heads;  pale,  hazy  saffron  where  a timid  sun 
struggled  against  the  monotony  of  morning 
gray.  Ironically,  the  air  smelled  fresh  and 
clear;  too  fresh,  too  clear.  It  shouldn't 
have  been  like  that  today. 

Almost  mesmerized  by  Its  unsympathetic 
consistency,  I watched  the  early  morning 
drizzle  pierce  the  air  to  settle  on  the 
grass  In  beads  and  pellets.  The  grass — a 
brittle,  faded  brown  from  lack  of  rain — re- 
sisted Its  penetration  and  the  moisture 
clung  in  tiny  rlvelets  on  the  straw-  like 
clumps.  I waded  through  the  dampness — care- 
ful not  to  wet  my  new  shoes,  but  knowing 
full  well  they*d  be  ruined  anyway. 

As  I walked  toward  the  graves Ite,  I 
sought  In  vain  for  a familiar  face  and  met, 
to  my  distress, the  bitter,  unrestrained  re- 
sentment of  those  cold,  unwavering  eyes 
two  sleepless  nights  had  Instilled  in  ray 
memory.  For  one  faltering  moment  I alm.ost 
turned  back,  but  no; I wouldn’t  give  her  the 
satisfaction.  This  resolved  determination 
steadied  my  steps,  and  I crossed  to  a stra- 
tegic position  beneath  the  canopy  and  ex- 
actly opposite  her. 

Six  men  in  tailored  tux  moved  toward 
the  hearse  as  it  came,  gleaming  and  flower- 
bedecked  through  the  west  gate  of  the  ce- 
metery .Veiled  and  tear-stained  faces  watch- 
ed as  with  cadence^  steps  the  polished  cas- 
ket was  carried  to  its  gravesite.  My  eyes 
were  glued  to  her  face  and  nothing,  nothing 
could  make  me  turn  away.  Behind  me  I could 
hear  harsh,  muffled  voices  saying  '^dlsre- 
spectful , ’’what  ’ s whe  doing  here'’,"!  thought 
she  knew  better  than  that".  I didn’t  care. 
That  look  on  her  face  was  worth  anything 
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they  might  say  about  me. 

As  the  minister  stepped  foreward  to 
read  the  incantations,!  kept  my  eyes  level- 
ed on  her  face  for  the  slightest  sign  of 
sorrow.  There  was  nothing,  absolutely  no- 
thing. The  priest  stepped  back  to  lead  the 
mourners  in  prayer.  I listened  to  them,  to 
her,  recite  those  empty  words,  those  forced 
sobs.  Then  she  stepped  foreward,  tall  and 
dignified,  to  throw  the  first  handful  of 
dirt  on  the  casket.  ”Dust  thou  art;  to  dust 
returneth.”  How  very  appropriate. 

I walked  away.  I*d  seen  what  I wanted 
to  see.  She  didn’t  love  him.  She  never  had. 
A hand  grasped  firmly  at  my  shoulder.  I 
turned  slowly.  It  was  her. 

’’Mrs.  Davis... Joan  (sugar  sweet  but 
still  that  hate  frozen  in  her  eyes).  We’re 
having  a tea  later  in  our. .my. .home.  You’re 
most  welcome,  I assure  you.” 

”No  assurance  necessary,  Mrs.  Davis.  I 
wouldrft  presume  to  interfere  with  your  lit- 
tle party.  I’m  sure  you  can’t  wait  to  get 
your  hands  on  somebody  else’s  husband,  can 
you?  Tell  me,  how  did  Jim  really  die,  poi- 
son?” I walked,  half-ran  toward  the  car. 

”Who  was  that.  Mommy?  That  lady  you 
were  talking  to?” 

”What?...Oh,  that  was  Just  a lady  your 
Daddy  used  to  know.  A friend,  a friend  of 
Daddy’s.” 

We  drove  away. 

— Debby  Gaines  ’68 
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drawing  by.*. 

Harold  McCormick  *69 
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Life  was  easy  and  simple  then, 

A seedling  basking  In  the  sun, 

Roots  secure. 

Asking  not  the  hows  and  whys — 

Beginning. 

Then  the  sapling  began  to  grow. 

Struggling  to  survive  against 
Opposing  forces. 

Shrinking,  shriveling,  starting  again 
To  grow. 

Then  the  tree,  proud  as  those 
Flushing  In  the  first  flash  of  glory 
Can  be 

Swayed  too  close  to  the  edge  of  the  pit  — 
Wavering. 

Straightening  up,  leaning  away  from 
The  dizzying  height  of  the  barren  cliff. 
To  form 

Its  own  Ideals  on  which  to  stand 
Alone. 

A steady  light,  flickering  not. 

Out-lived  the  passionate  flame  of  dreams 
And  so. 

Throughout  tedious  life,  shines  at  last, 

A woman. 

--Roxanne  Sawln  *70 
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1122:  Happiness 


Shrouded  In  mystery  deep  In  the  soul 
Lies  man*s  desire,  object  and  goal. 

Deep  In  the  shadows  a shy  flamers  spark 
Hides  cushioned  In  secret,  unlit  In  the  dark. 

Probing  and  probing,  both  side  by  side — 
Humility  searches,  with  love  as  Its  guide. 

The  flame,  nurtured  and  kindled  with  love — 
Flares  up  In  glorious  light  from  above. 

Kindled  and  fed  with  only  desire. 

The  flame  will  never  flare  Into  fire — 

Grasped  In  the  grip  of  selfish  vies. 

The  choked  flame  flickers,  smothers,  and  dies, 

— Linda  Stelnecke  *70 


Life  Is  §.  Bowlful  of  Cherries 
Rise  up! 

and  call  me  In  the  hills, 

1*11  answer 

through  the  daffodils. 

Come  running  thru  the  red  thorned  rose 
and  kiss  you  squarely  on  the  nose! 

— Nancy  Jamrog  *70 
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A Denied 


The  boy  ertered  the  room  with  quick, con- 
fident steps,  a smile  on  his  face  and  his 
white  cane  stretched  out  in  front  of  him. 

**How*d  it  go,  Son?” 

Turning  his  head  in  the  direction  of 
the  familiar  voice,  the  boy  nodded  enthusi- 
astically and  exclaimed: 

”Guess  what.  Dad?  I’ve  won  a scholar- 
ship at  the  university!  Isn’t  that  Just 
great?  Now  I’ll  be  able  to...” 

He  stopped  taOking  and  the  weight  of  the 
ensuing  silence  seemed  to  want  to  crush  him. 

”Dad?” 

There  was  no  answer, and  once  again  that 
familiar  feeling  of  being  utterly  and  com- 
pletely alone  swept  over  him.  He  scuffed 
his  shoes  on  the  wood  floor  to  make  sure 
that  he  was  not  just  dreaming.  What  was 
the  matter  with  Dad?  The  seconds  ticked 
into  minutes,  and  finally  he  heard  a deep 
sigh  echo  across  the  room.  The  sound  reas- 
sured him,  and  he  started  to  repeat  him- 
self. 

”I  guess  you  didn’t  hear  me.  Dad.  I 
Just  said  that...” 

”I  heard  what  you  said.  Son.  It’s  Just 
that...” 

It’s  too  wonderful  to  believe,  huh. 
Dad?” 

’’Look,  Son,  I know  you  must  have  earned 
that  scholarship,  but  you  know  as  well  as  I 
do  that  you  can’t  go  to  any  university.  How 
would  you  ever  find  your  way  around?  Be- 
sides, they  Just  don’t  make  copies  of  every 
textbook  in  braille,  you  know.” 

”I  think  that  you  ought  to  stop  being 
so  bull-headed  and  start  llsteningto  me.  I 
know  what  I’m  talking  about.” 

•’But,  Dad...” 
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”I*ve  offered  you  an  excellent  Job  in 
my  business.  A white-collar  Job  for  a high 
school  graduate!  How  many  of  your  friends 
can  boast  a position  like  that?” 

”Well,  not  many, I guess;  but  that  Isn’t 
the...” 

”Not  many,  you’d  better  believe  It, Son! 
Besides,  what  has  college  got  that  our  own 
library  doesn’t?” 

”It  has  people.  Dad.  Kids  my  own  age 
who’ve  been  places,  seen  things.  I’d  learn 
much  more  from  them  than  from  a pile  of 
books ! ” 

The  boy  picked  up  his  cane  and  slowly 
found  his  way  to  Ite  sofa.  He  sighed  in  dis- 
appointment as  he  sank  Into  the  soft  cush- 
ions,and  he  stared  hopelessly  Into  the  sur- 
rounding darkness. 

The  springs  of  the  easy  chair  squeaked 
as  his  father  got  up,  and  he  could  hear  the 
scuffing  of  tVe  hard-scied  shoes  on  the  floor 
until  the  noise  stopped  right  In  front  of 
him. 

”No,  Son,  I will  absolutely  not  permit 
It.  And  that’s  final!” 

The  front  door  slammed  and  the  boy  was 
left  alone  to  ponder  his  lonely  future.  Af- 
ter what  seemed  like  hours  he  stood  up  and 
began  to  pace  the  floor  like  a caged  animal. 

”Maybe  I can  still  convince  him...” 

The  click  of  the  doorknob  and  the  scuf- 
fing of  feet  on  the  doormat  Interrupted  his 
thoughts,  and  he  heard  his  father’s  voice 
In  a hoarse  whisper  talking  to  someone  out- 
side. 

”I  suppose  that  he’ll  be  disappointed 
when  he  finds  out  that  I’ve  given  away  his 
scholarship,  but  he  has  to  face  life  some- 
time  look  It  right  in  the  face  like  the 

rest  of  us.” 

As  the  door  swung  open,  he  said  In  a 
louder  tone: 
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"Come  on  in, John,  and  meet  the  youngest 
member  of  the  firm!” 

The  boy  turned  toward  the  sound  of  the 
voices,  squared  his  shoulders,  and  stared 
into  the  nothingness  that  was  his  life. 

— Gail  Steinecke  *68 


Creation 

Vines  creeping  through  ray  thoughts 
Spreading  life  within; 

Between  the  Hallowed  Rocks 
Near  Eternal  Water. 

In  the  Subterranean  Madness  of  Your  Mind 
Icicles  of  sound  glimmer  crisp  and  clear, 
Shining  only  with  purple  light 
Seeping  from  within  its  midst  forever. 

There  is  power  to  create  a Living  Sea — 
With  blackness  so  bright  it  must  be  alive! 
But  it  is  still  only  the  beginnings 
There  is  work  yet  to  be  done. 

—Ronald  Gaida  *71 
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Meditation  t^ie  Potomao 


How  many  times  have  I wandered  along 
these  paths  of  cement 
And  gazed  below  to  the  rippling 

Potomac  waters,  and  thought: 

’’How  grand  It  must  have  been!” 

How  many  voices  have  I heard,  echoing  on 
white  stone  wall  and  marble  floor 
The  heritage  of  a free  and  proud 
people , and  thought : 

”If  only  it  could  be  that  way  now,” 

Off  in  the  distance  a caisson  rolls 
A gunshot  tolls  the  dead  of  War — 

And  I am  here,  fused  with 
Past  and  Present. 

How  many  times  have  the  cherry  blossons 

broken  the  silence  of  years  gone  by; 
With  words  of  pink  and  white  which 
seem  to  say  to  me: 

”It*s  up  to  you!” 

How  many  people  will  pass  through 
these  ancient  paths 
And  gaze  Into  the  murky  waters 
and  think: 

’’Why  can*t  they  do  something!” 

In  my  mind  I know  we* re  right 
To  fight  for  what  they  gave  to  us. 
And  I am  here,  fused  with 
Past  and  Present. 

— Marilyn  Higgins  *68 

...Photo  by  Marilyn  Higgins 
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Aliev 


Ylpes?  Oh,  black  hood  In  the  alley 
Please  don*t  stab  me  dead! 

I know  that  I *10  a little  boy 
And  should  be  home  in  bed. 

But  I went  to  a real  late  movie — 

A motion  picture  show; 

But  halfway  through  I fell  asleep 
And  missed  my  chance  to  go. 

And  now  lt*s  late  and  creepy 
The  monsters  are  on  the  prowl 
Looking  for  little  kids  like  me 
So  they  can  groan  and  howl. 

Oh,  black  hood  In  the  alley 
I*m  full  of  awesome  tricks 
For  I have  studied  Hi  Karatl 
And  can  break  sticks  and  bricks. 

Don*t  delay  me  any  longer 
I must  go  home  and  sleep 
I promise  If  I see  a cop 
I will  not  make  a peep. 


— Bob  Perry  *68 
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